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where we find provision made for the gleaners 
among the Jewish people, thus “ When ye reap 
the harvest of your land thou shaltnot make clear 
riddance of the corners of thy field, when thou 
reapest, neither shalt thou gather any gleanings of 
thy harvest ; thou shalt leave them to the poor 
and to the stranger,” and in the book of Ruth an 
interesting picture of an harvest-field is presented. 

This month is situated on the confines of sum- 
mer and autumn, and it is difficult to say which 
has the better claim to it. It is dressed in half 
the flowers of the one, and in half the fruits of the 
other, and it has a sky and temperature of its own, 
and which vies in beauty with those of spring. 
There is often a delicious coolness in the evening 
air, conveying to the sense the fragrance of the 
remaining sweet scented flowers and of the ripe 
fruits, and affording a welcome refreshment after 
the heat of the day. 

Heaths and commons are now in their highest 
beauty, the flowers of the heath covering them 
with a fine purple hue, and ferns are now in their 
greatest perfection. The fields are partly de- 
prived of their rich produce, by the number of 
flowers being greatly diminished, those that 
bloomed in June and July are running to seed, 
and have but few successors, but still many 
flowers are yet to be discovered, so 
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“ Come over the meadow and scent the fresh air, 
For the pure mountain breezes are everywhere. 

We’ll follow this winding path up to the hills, 

And spring with a lightsome foot over the rills, 

Up, up,— it grows sweeter the higher we get, 

With the flowers of the season that linger here yet. 
Nay, pause not to gaze at the landscape now; 

It is finer when seen from the high hill’s brow, 

We will gather all curious flowers as we go ; 

The sweet and the scentless, and those that bend low; 
The pale and the gaudy, the tiny, the tall, 

From the vine, from the shrub, we will gather them 
all. 


“ Now here’s the Clematis, all graceful and fair, 

You may set it like pearls in the folds of your hair, 
And if for your bosom you’d have a bouquet, 

Here’s the Meadow-pink sweet, and the Touch-me- 
not gay, 

Here’s the full blown Azalea, perfuming the air, 
Here’s the Cardinal flower that a princess might wear. 
And the wild mountain Phlox, pink and purple and 
blue, 

And star-flowers both of white and of golden hue, 
And here’s a bright blossom, a gay one indeed, 

Our mountain maids name it the Butterfly weed ; 

So gorgeous its colours, one scarcely can tell 
If the flower or the insect in beauty excel. 

And near us I know by her breath on the gale 
Is the tall yellow Primrose so pretty and pale. 

“ Here’s the Pigeon-pea fit for the fairy’s bowers, 
And the purple Thrift, straightest and primest of 
flowers, 

Here is Privet, no prettier shrub have we met, 

And the Midsummer-daisy is hiding here yet. 


